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PEARLS AND POMEGRANATES 



LIBERATION 

JVlY spirit's voice was dumb with too much 

peace. 
Till grief came quietly, with its release. 

I shall grow wise with questionings again. 
That set me singing beauty out of pain. 



17] 
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THE DEBT 

{Fof Helen T. Diekineon) 

1 HAVE no fear of what shall be 
After the years are done with me; 
If I could laugh at what life gave 
I have no horror of the grave. 

I did not ask to come or go. 
And yet death is the debt I owe 
For having lived. It seems to me 
A rather pretty irony. 



THE SUM 

/V SCRAP of song and a tear or two 
And hope and love aiid laughter; 

A fire to light and a faith to keep 
And a quiet sleeping after. 

And in the sleeping, perchance a dream 
Where star-shod memories meet . . . 

Tears and laughter and love and song, 
And a prayer that the dream be sweet. 



19] 



A WEEK AGO 

A, WEEK ago I had not seen your face, 
A week ago we walked alone, apart; 
Today you live enshrined within my heart 
And thoughts of you all other thoughts efface. 
In dreams I hold you in a fond embrace 
With waking consciousness the teardrops start. 
What magic have you, what surpassing art? 
I am unworthy of this sudden grace. 

We may not apprehend love's mystery 

Or by our earthly law its Umits set; 

A week, a few short days, it can not be. 

Long seons gone in some far star we met, 

'Tis no bhnd chance that brings you back to me. 

We meet again for Love can not forget. 



[10] 



THE HARLOT 

Oh, I have hailed life royally. 
And I have loved life well. 

Yet I am glad that, when I go to sleep 
It will be death that has my soul to keep: 

Death is more quiet and more brave than lif< 
And death will never tell. 



[Ill 



SHE WEARS THE RAINBOW 

1 HE sky is a lady veiled in blue. 
Her robes are washed in the morning dew 
And the new-bom moon is her evening shoe. 

The silver stars are my lady's gems — 
The sky lines are her garments' hems 
And the moonbeams are her flowers' stems. 

Sometimes my lovely lady cries 
And then the curtains of the skies 
Are drawn to hide her weeping eyes. 

Her morning gown is the argent dawn» 
And when the raining clouds are gone 
For a scarf she puts the rainbow on. 



[1«1 



THE INDIVIDUALIST 

1 WALK alone. The vulgar throng 
May crowd around; its curse or song 
Beats on mine ear as heedlessly 
As raindrops pelt upon the sea. 
Aloof 9 1 stride these folk among. 

I care not who is weak or strong; 
I care not whence they rush along 

Like cattle driven o*er a lea 

Before their masters' mastery 
Of law's shrewd lash and church's prong — 

I walk alone. 

But ah! Stung by the whistling thong, 

I start. Do I then too belong 
To this, the mob? Hail, brothers! We 
Will fight together! No; you flee? 

Too stupid then to right your wrong? 

I walk alone! 
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SHIPMATES 

{For Mu9 Etielle Jennings) 

JdEHOLD this ever-threatening sea 
Where Fate alone is guide. 

Dark destiny is wont to veil 
The sun and morning tide. 

But though our courses separate 
The rising storm to weather, 

Remember, Love, when faUs the night 
We'll be in port together. 



[141 



TO THE STREET-PIANO GIRL 

1 HE little rose that's budding shy 
Upon my window ledge so high 
Is first to hear the music sweet 
You play for children on the street. 
So out I look to catch your eye 

And read its asking me to buy 
Your tunes. Alas! so poor am I, 
There's not a coin; take, I entreat, 

The little rose! 

I pluck it with a tiny sigh, 
But toss it gaily. See it fly 
In flashing crimson to your feet — 
A living billet doux discreet. 
Now in your bosom let it die — 

The little rose! 



115] 



THE WATCHMAN 

J. HE watchman walked the little streets 

With slow and steady tread; 
He swung his lantern as he went — 

"All's well!" the watchman said. 

Behind close blinds a woman sat 

Who had no more to sell; 
The watchman paused before her door — 

"All's well!'' he cried. "All's weU!" 



An old man shivered in the dark 

Who had no bread to eat; 
Echoed the watchman's cry, "All's well! 

Along the empty street. 



99 



The watchman passed a silent house 
Wherein a child had died; 
A candle burned against the pane — 
"All's well!" the watchman cried* 

All through the night the watchman passed 

With slow and steady tread, 
And ever to the little streets 

"All's well!" the watchman said. 



[16] 



TO J. M. H. ^ 

W HEN I am in the autumn of my youth 
And life has left me somnolent and grey 
I will possess what none can take away : 
The glory of your love's unchanging truth. 

And so the changing years may come and go. 
May bring me sorrow, loneliness, and pain. 
Because you loved me I shall live again, 
Eternal spring beneath the winter's snow. 



[171 



PRAYER 

A.H Love, were mine the azure robes of heaven 

That hang above the loveliness of even. 

The robes with sunset edged and million stars 

Enwrought thereon with glory-glowing bars, 

I'd place them in humility, my sweet. 

To smooth the path beneath thy passing feet. 

No robes have I made beautiful with art. 

But give you what I have my Love, my heart. 

Beneath thy feet I place the heart of me; 

I pray thee walk upon it tenderly. 



[181 



THE TWILIGHT NUN 

(For Reverend Mother Ruth BurneU) 

-tVrOUND the convent wall at setting sun 
With robes of black and like a silent nun 
That in the even-time to vespers goes, 
The twilight comes with dew for every rose. 

And from her rosary at Love's command 
Tells precious beads that from her tender hand 
Fall softly on the leaves and budding flowers 
Till gardens moonlit gleam like heaven's bowers. 
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GIFTS 

H ATE gave me many lovely things 
To which men most aspire — 
Of gold and intellect and joy, 
And now my heart's desire. 

Each man has moulded secret dreams 
Of where his soul would be — 
Mine followed where your singing led» 
(Ah, Vales of Venily!) 

And mine the soft secluded place 
Against thine amber breast 
Translated from the fretting world 
To altitudes of rest. 

No more for sunshine or for sea 
My heart has need or care 
When love made mine a scented home 
Amongst thy loosened hair. 

Fate gave me many lovely things 
To which men most aspire 
But never 'til your love was mine 
Fulfilled my heart's desire. 
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SEQUENCE 

{For Carolyn) 

1 HAVE held closer, as it neared the end, 
Each joy I dreamed no other might transcend; 
Only to find, after a little space. 
That one more beautiful had filled its place. 

Shall I cling so to life the day I know 
That it is time for me to rise and go? 
And shall I find beyond that opened door. 
Something more lovely than I've known before? 



[«1] 



AND AFTER THAT THE DARK 

v>iANDLE at my elbow dripping 

Gaily all about. 
Do you know that you too, shortly 

Will be going out? 
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HOC PROPTER 

(For Florence Earle Coatee) 

1, WHO knew not peace till I had clinched with 
pain, 
Nor rest till toil had choked my staggering 
breath, 
Shall make the old, grim journey not in vain : 
I shall find life, when I have lived with death. 
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PRISONERS 

IN ARROW and low their barren cells are built. 
The guilty and the innocent of guilt 
Languish in solitary, restlessness. 
Yet asking little and receiving less 
From their grave jailors. Never do they dare 
Speak with their neighbours in the darkness there. 
Only themselves they dwell with, day on day, 
Counting the hours by the measured way 
The shadows fall across the even floor; 
Marking the days with chalk lines on the door. 
Only in the framed space between the bars 
They watch the sunlight, and the dreaming stars» 
Until the gravest jailor, passing late. 
Unlocks the gate. 
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IMPRESSION OF THE NIGHT 

U PON the sleeping water's breast 
A lotus lily gleams. 
And on the silver mountain's crest 
A moon of satin dreams. 

The argent splendour of the stars 
Brocades the velvet sky. 
That glorious sulphur-coloured Mars 
Upon its folds might die. 
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INSPIRATION 

Standing Uke Mars at periheUon 
You light the dark horizon of my heart. 
You make my life of your high life a part 
And lure me to the lights on Helicon. 
Great, dawn-like one, sweet singer just begun. 
Return to Sicily her vales among 
For one whose loveliness befits thy song 
As classic Thyrsis or grave Corydon. 

Mine was the rapture of a radiant day. 

Now I must walk Love's long white road alone 

With memory of your impassioned art. 

And caravans that pass my charted way 

See shadowed eyes that starlight made its own. 

For midnight is the monarch of my heart. 
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POVERTY 

Sometimes I dream of lovely things that I 

should like to wear 
Walking down the Avenue, with April in the air. 

A soft blue frock with ruffles on, a hat with trim- 
mings fine, 

Slippers and gloves as dainty as spring blossoms, 
should be mine. 

Sometimes I dream of lovely things I wish my soul 

might own. 
Rich and soft and beautiful, when she goes forth 

alone. 

White and gold and crimson robes, a jewelled 

brooch and rings. 
And little silver stars along the edges of her 

wings . . . 

But I go shabby on the street, among the April 

days, 
And shabby goes my soul along the springtime 

spirit- ways, 

Because my purse — ah, spendthrift me! — whose 

dreams are bright as flowers. 
Holds not the sum, with care laid by, for which 

they might be ours. 

[27] 



SLEEP 

{For OwendoUn) 

JJaBY, see the silver moon 
Sail the sea of sleep, 
The yellow stars are baby-boats 
Her company to keep. 

At night they sail the sapphire seas 
And when your dreams are gone. 
They float through f ar-oflF fairylands 
And anchor on the dawn. 



[28] 



TO GOD 

OHATTER if need, all life has made most dear, 
Deny the best that any heaven may send; 

But let me keep the dream Thou gavest me 
Untarnished to the end. 



[29] 



THE RIDERS 

UVER the hills the riders came, 

Slowly with the day; 
Tall on their steeds the riders sat. 

Tall on their steeds sat they. 
And each one carried a black-stringed sack 

To bear his dreams away. 

Over the hills the riders went 

Slowly with the night; 
Each holding fast his black-stringed sack 

As closely as he might 
And the steeds were hot with the heaviness 

Of the sacks that had been light. 



[80] 



ASLEEP IN FRANCE 

With soul on foe for liberty 
He died the world to save, 
O'er weary leagues of land and sea 
He went to find a grave. 

Beyond the separating sea 
Unknown to friend or foe, 
He sleeps where sings the nightingale 
Where burning poppies glow. 

For him a martyr's glorious grave 
In shell-torn France afar. 
For me the withered autumn fields 
Where flowers of memory are. 



[81] 



POPPY 

UrEAM'S fingers touched the poet's eyes, 

And lo ! he saw a cloud arise 

And shape and change and shape again. 

Until, upon a flowered plain, 

A storied city reared its height 

And girt itself with walls of white. 

A lofty castle flung its crown 
High from the centre of the town. 
And on its turrets sunlight rolled 
And turned each stone to living gold. 
Then sounded loud a clarion call — 
A gateway opened in the wall. 

And out there poured a brave array — 

Esquires flaunting banners gay 

Of haughty nobles, proud of glance. 

Brave horsemen armed with mace and lance; 

And bowmen, swordsmen, clad in steel. 

All trooping at one prince's heel. 

He rode with swaying, careless grace; 
A gallant plume half hid his face. 
While on a palfrey by his side. 
There sat a slender maid— his bride. 
Whose eyes were lit with gentle light — 
A promise to her prince and knight. 

[32] 



Now nearer drew the cavalcade; 

The poet started up afraid 

To longer dream. A sobbmg moan 

Broke from his lip. The prince ! His own 

Self in that bonny lord he'd seen — 

His own face in that happy mien ! 

And now — "Where am I! Ah, the park! 
A bench whereon to spend the dark. 
The bread line's forming down the ptreet; 
G)me on! Get up and throw your feet!" 
He shook himself and cursed his pain 
And shuffled off into the rain. 



[88] 
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' THE NIGHT-TIME DIES 



IN OW pale and fade the morning stars 

Within the morning sky. 
The moon-blown blossoms greet the dawn 

When night and sleep must die. 

In harvest-coloured hills afar 

Glad brooks of music play» 
They flood the world with waking song 

And wash the night away. 



[S41 



THE STAIRWAY OF STARS 

1 HERE is peace in the eyes of the sky 
And song on the lips of the night. 

White as swans on the sea the clouds go by 
As they listen in silent delight. 

Resplendent with music and dream 
Is that stairway of stars to beyond. 

And my eyelids are closed with a beam 
From the touch of the moon's silver wand. 



[35] 



IN THE ORIENT 

JL/AST night beneath the glow of alien stars 
I saw Morocco's Roman archways flame, 
I lay upon the fevered desert sands 
And heard men deify Mohammed's name. 

The crescent wanes, I see the cross of Him 
Who in this eastern land once died in shame; 
I kissed my crucifix and cried aloud 
^^ Come down, O Christ, and all thisi Orient claim ! 



Rabat, 1919. 
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THE DEAD 

I FOLLOWED a road inside my heart, 
Through fragrant fields, and gay, 

A rambling, brown little road, it was. 
That led to yesterday. 

And all through the wide, bright quietness. 
The sun marked a yellow way, 

I came to a turn in the little road. 

Where swaying willows grew; 
Three white slabs were at their feet 

And one of them was new. 
The sun went out in the quietness. 

And I did not pass through. 



[37] 



THE VEILED MOON 

1 O the veil6d moon in her silver car 
I cry as she rides through the skies afar. 

Unveil thy face that my love and I 

May stroll in the light of your star-strewn sky. 

Away to the land where the lotus gleams 

And the evening star o'er the hill top dreams. 

To the land where the silent waters flow. 

Where the frail blossoms hang with lips of snow 

Tangling the spray in the tremulous air 

As they fall like a crown on her silken hair, 

To this land of rest where my love and I 

May dream in the peace of your star-studded sky. 

To the veiled moon in her silver car 
I cry as she rides through the skies afar. 



[38] 



THE OLD DREAM 

vJN drooping, tired wings, the old dream came; 
I scarcely knew it was the same. 

Fragile and still it lingers in the sun; 
The old dream's merry days are done. 



[89] 



SAPPHO 

She stands beside my winding stair 
Where tinted lights and shadows f all» 

Immortal Sappho posses there 
In grace against the velvet wall. 

She stands in undraped loveliness 

Her beauty 'round her like a dress. 

O symbol of eternal grace 

From thy high pedestal come down 
And let me kiss that pallid face 

And touch thy hair, a golden crown 
Above thy beauty that was seen 
By Hipponax at Mitylene. 

Your deathless lyrics, centuries old. 
On dusty book-worn shelves I find. 

They flash as diamonds set in gold 
And light the dark rooms of my mind. 

Your songs by the iSgean sea 

Adown the ages sound for me. 

O speak you sweet and somnolent 
To whom a thousand temples rise 

And tell me your magnificent 
Soul hovers in the starry skies 

To meet me in some age to be 

And all your lyrics sing to me. 

[40] 



O fabled goddess rise and walk, 
O lady leave your marble throne 

And move those chiselled lips and talk 
Of Erinna you left alone. 

O songs you sang when love glowed white, 

O sing those songs for me tonight ! 



[«] 



EVENING 

1 HE pain and the old still sorrow 

Have slipped with the sun down the West, 
And peace, like a river of twilight. 
Bears me away on its breast. 



[4«1 



MASS 

AlGAINST the vaulted arch's chiselled stone, 
The noble organ's thundering of sound, 
Majestically rolling from the ground. 

Reluctant dies in one vibrating tone. 

Upon the perfumed atmosphere is flown 
A boy's high voice that flutters to confound 
In silvered purity the echoes. Crowned 

With gold, each saint prays in his niched throne. 

An awe descends upon the kneeling throng; 
Its inarticulated murmurs fade. 
And I — who see no life beyond the dead. 

As priests and choir stir with solemn song 
The gleam of tapers, ghostly in that shad< 
I bend in holy reverence my head ! 
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AFTERWARD 

W HEN all the other people have passed by, 
If we may talk a little, God and I, 

I should like, first to ask him, quietly. 

Why I might not have loved one who loved me. 
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SONG 

J. HE fading splendour of the day 

Is tarrying in the West, 
And darkening hills in grim dismay 

Their golden robes divest. 

A barge with honey-coloured hay 
Moves in the shaded wharf. 

The sunset waters of the bay 
Are like a Persian scarf. 

The long red fires are burning low 

And on the distant hill 
They flicker as an ember's glow 

Till all the world is still. 

From off the oleanders 
The sunset glow has fled. 

And far away in Flanders 
My heart hes with the dead. 



[45] 



IN THE TOWER 

{Far Mrs. Jessie 8. D, Williame) 

W HEN I have reached the topmost stair 
What will be there? 

Shall I find a table spread 
With such mystic wine and bread 
That I shall not want for more 
As at every meal before? 

Shall peace and beauty high and whole 
Shine into my lifted soul? 
Shall death bring, at last, my fill, 
Or hunger still? 



[46] 



STILL 

I DREAMED of you last night. 
It seems very strange to me 

That a dream should know 
What I put away so well 

Long years ago. 



[47] 



EPITAMI 

(Far Frank CukMfu) 

1 B[ERE is no need of after words for him, 
Howe'er so fit, so comfortingly blent: 

The life whose memory thrills the hearts it bows 
Has other monument. 



[48] 



THE DARK 

X HE sable pinions of swift rushing night. 
Have gently brushed the city with their sleep. 
Upon the silent thoroughfares there creep 
Fantastic shadows, seeking to affright 
With gloomy shapelessness each feeble light 
That guards the helpless town, until the seep 
Of dawn*s grey budding, slowly through the deep 
Cold dark, puts darkness and her hordes to 
flight. 

Now down the dead though whisp'ring street, 
Like some dread ghoul in horror gowned, 
Where demons thickest dance in noiseless rout. 
There moves a stealthy form on ghostly feet. 
The other shades in terror yield their ground 
As hooded Evil softly steals about! 



[49] 



LIGHT 

Across the dark a white light shone 
With steady flame and high; 

And it was very like a star — 
But nearer by. 



[50] 



WHITE ROSE 

A.H lovely unpretentious rose 

Out in the lonely field, 
How vivid in this sweet repose 

Your glories unrevealed. 

In this sequestered sylvan shrine 

O symbol of all grace. 
No mortal eye has looked save mine, 

Upon thy winsome face. 

I found thee in thy cloistered dell 

A gentle white-robed nun. 
Until I came no shadow fell 

To hide thee from the sun. 

The secret of thy loveliness 

If I might learn from thee. 
Would help me to the world express 

Thy sweet simplicity. 

And ah sweet flower, as shape and ishade 

Are linked beneath the sun. 
This idle moment's glance hath made 

Our hearts forever one. 
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RESURRECTION 

X HE moon is absent from her starlit throne 
And song-forsaken are the trembling seas. 
The gardens are abandoned by the bees 
And summer's grace is as a rose full blown. 

The dreary woodlands bend with dying moan 
The heart-cry of the cedar-scented trees. 
My soul that one time sailed the summer seas 
Is weary now, and sad my heart, and lone. 

■ 

Across my path the withered leaves have blown 
Where naked stand innumerable trees. 
Although my homeless heart is not at ease 
God sends one thought to comfort and appease. 
In winter woods where once bright blossoms 

shone 
Again the summer flowers shall blush, full blown. 
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WISHES 

X WAS far away and long ago 
One dear dead summer's day 
I whispered Yes, and you said No 
And turned away. 

You had not learned that love means pain 

And sometimes sacrifice 

I would not whisper it again 

For any price. 

The butterflies like floating flowers 
Sailed through the scented air 
Surroimded by the sunlit hours 
I did not care. 

But sweet the years make good all bad 
Turn winter into spring 
And how I wish tonight I had 
Kept whispering. 
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DOMINION 

JlXER poppied bosom swelled to every beat 

Of passions borne upon her loveliness. 
Her beauty, like her mouth, drained all the sweet 

From lives exhausted in her wild caress. 
With each bewildered gale of love that died 

Against the drowsing perfume of her breast,. 
She glowed the more; her grace was rarified 

Until the Master Lover's cold arrest. 
The pallid mistress now of savage Deaths 

She bares her body to his chill embrace; 
She lifts her mouth to drink his poisoned breath. 

And finds his pungent kisses grant solace. 
But Death, unfaithful in his icy lust. 
Seeks newer brides to couch within the dust. 



[Ml 



SOUTH WIND 

\J SWEET and odorous wind from the south 

Blow sweet, blow soft, blow low 
You bring me a kiss from the crimson mouth 

Of him my heart loves so. 

From fields of trampled asphodel 

And the incense laden morn 
And the last lone violet by the well 

And a fireside face foriom. 

From the silver silence of the night 

Where bums the southern moon 
You pass too soon as a bird in flight 

Through the gilded gates of noon. 

O rich and rare with redolence 

Do the purple butterflies 
Still circle the vines at the garden fence 

'Neath rainbow tinted skies? 

You bring me the murmur of orchard stream 
Singing dimly through perfumed ways 

Can you bring me the love, and its glorious dream 
Of those golden yesterdays? 

O wind from those distant myitle boughs 
That arch the garden gate 
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Can you bring me the voice with the love filled 
vows 
I would heed were it not too late? 

Sweet odorous wind blow on for ever 

Blow sweet, blow soft, blow low 
The spaces between us can sever me never 

From the one that I loved long ago. 
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PAIN 

vJANDLE light and roses . . . 

And time slipped back a space. 
Out of the fragrance, memory. 

Out of the flame, your face. 



[571 



PICTURES 

IF God would let me be today 
Quite anything that I should say, 
I'd be a little windy flower 
Or fairy person in the grass. 
And hide somewhere along the road 
To watch your shadows pass. 
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AWAY 

(For Mrs, Ellen M. H. Gates) 

1 AM going today on a journey 
That I never have made before, 

I must put my house in order 
And remember to lock the door. 

I must put my dreams in my satchel 
And a book or two, and my pen. 

For one never is sure on a journey 
When one will be back again. 



[59] 



g76-«^ 



MY PATH 

JVllNE is such a happy path 
Winding up and down, 

Little, with queer trees along, 
Little and quite brown. 

Up a very long, steep road 

Others I know, fare; 
At its end, wise people say. 

Is a wondrous There. 

I like more my little path 
Where the fairies go. 

Yet — I wonder where it leads. 
For I do not know. 
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DESTINY 

1 HERE was no silent, sober-eyed farewell, 
No parting where roads met. We were as two 
Who chance to walk together for a way 
Till one, the swifter-footed, goes before. 
And as the highroad turns, is lost to view. 
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VENGEANCE 

She tm-p, the rtreet with tired feet. 

Her eyes defiant, hard — 
An unclean thing whose poisoned sting 

Mars lives as hers was marred. 

She skulks by night, her hawk's glance bright 

In hunt for lustful prey. 
Her lips a-smile, her heart the while, 

As dead as gold — ^her pay. 

O fools who stole her woman's soul. 

Befouled her, cast her out. 
She nightly takes a leprous toll 

In payment for your flout! 
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PATHS 

{Far Elhahdh) 

XiOW can I keep to one path 
When so many of them invite. 

Curving into the far-away. 
And slipping into the night? 

One winds up to the mountain, 
One turns down to the sea. 

But mine is a little meadow path 
(As crooked as can be!) 

Good, solemn people tell me 
That I must mend my ways, 

That I must choose one path for mine 
And follow it all my days. 

If I would find the treasure 

That waits when the journey's done, 
But my soul is only a gipsy soul. 

And my day has just begun! 

One winds up to the mountain. 

One turns down to the sea. 
But mine is the little meadow path 

That goes so crookedly. 
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AFTER 

If Death tonight should end my hours 
And send my life from yours apart, 

My songs for you will be the flowers 
Whose roots are in my heart. 

The grass will speak my memory — 
The rose-tree be my burning tongue. 

Its perfume prayer and poetry 
I left unsung. 
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VALE 

Beloved i must go— 

The sunlight fades, my hand in yoiirs grows 

cold. 
Now dawns again that day when first we met, 
When 'round our hearts Love drew a chain of 

gold 
That glows undimmed as in the days of old. 
Do you forget? 

Because somehow I know 

Nor death nor grave can come between us two 

I go, yea gladly, and without regret. 

Where'er I go I cannot go from you, 

For what Love does, God never will undo. 

Can you forget? 

When darkness covers me 
And I shall rest afar within that deep. 
Alone beneath the cold night grass and wet; 
I shall come back to you in dreams of sleep. 
And when I leave you will you wake to weq>? 
Will you forget? 
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